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SCHEHERAZADE 


How many times do I have to tell the story? 
Every night the golden orange sun burns to apricot 
and turns the sand the color of dried dates. 
I come to your tent—or do you dream me here 
lifting the flap to slip in, my saffron skin warm 
beneath my robe? What kind of consort am I— 
never to touch you unless our lips share 
the water pipe, our eyes glow over the brazier? 
I would oil your silver chest with sesame. 
I would curl into you on cold desert nights 
when not even your black gelding and forty rugs 
can keep you warm.... 

But my life hangs on a story— 
tale one thousand and one: I lift the tent flap. 
You lie naked on your back. Your family sleeps 
soundly in the next tent. You reach out for me 
and say, “Let us finish this, at last.” I bare my neck. 
You pull me to you. The saber of your tongue glides 
over me. At last, I breathe, as Ali Baba 
and Aladdin and a thousand fantasies fly out 
into the wide starred night, at last our story begins. 
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COMING OUT OF THE CAVE 


We live on lard and dried meat. 
Wrapped in mammoth fur 

we paint bison in rut 

the swollen-bellied horses 

the stick figure that warns: 

no one go deeper here. 

We dwell a long time 

without light. Berries and roots 
and birth and death and smoke 
from low fires. Until 

a sweet smell draws us 

to the great hole. Light streaks 
the sky grey-blue with gold. 
Curved branches drip green tips. 
Pale pink buds explode. 

And, restless, we move on. 
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REVERIE IN AN HERB GARDEN 


So, as facsimilies, our atoms 

may visit other times and places, 
tunnel wormholes to parallel worlds? 
Storytellers have always traveled. 
Their lines grasp past/present/future. 
Centuries slip from their pens. 

And what of dreams? Ghosts come, 
leave messages, know no time. 

Your late mother, your old lovers 
seem real. And who’s to say what's real? 
Put your finger on quantum physics 
and tell me it’s as real as this 
butterfly on purple bee balm that, 
while I gasp and miss a heartbeat, 
stops time. 
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PARALLELUNIVERSES.COM 


When you are reading these lines, 

you know, I am sleeping— 

yesterday's words the tossed and twisted dreams 
of raincoats and tennis shoes 

of open arms and closed thighs. 

My dream fabric, torn, reveals skin 

and when I wake, the India quilt 

projects a jumble of orange now and purple then 
the garden outside my window— 

a collage of yellow is and salmon was. 

You read my Monday evening note 

while I sleep on Tuesday morning. 

At this rate, how will you ever catch up? 

You read of butterflies 

while I dream of lighthouses 

and wake to write of suitcases. 

“Bad timing—the story of our lives.” 

At least you know my once thoughts 

and parallel time is, nest ce pas, 

better than no time at all. 


14 MARGARET BOOTHE BADDOUR 


MY FATHER WRITES OF EYES IN THE NIGHT 


Are there tigers in India? 

The Maharani of Birdwan— 

draped in a pale silk sari, 

dripping with gold, a ruby 

in her third eye—used to say so. 

But I know that the tigers 

have been missing since the Raj. 
Still, some nights, sweating 

under my mosquito net, I see 

eyes that move around the room. 

All gods are not bad, the Maharani said. 
Perhaps their lights watch over me, 
keen as the coons’ eyes back in Texas 
in my sleek, strong boyhood 

when we let the hounds run loose. 
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VIBRIO CHOLERAE 


We have bathed in the river 
Cold. Sweat. No air. 

Swallowed her warm water 
Let us hold each other 

Lain in her fluid moonlight 
between clean white sheets. 

Felt the blood rush 
Now our cracked lips touch. 

Pushed the flies away. 
Our dry limbs twine to dust. 
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PICTURESQUE 
— Gettysburg, 2002 


Why do some guys zoom in on bark 
and old tree roots, compose still lifes 

of rusty barns and split-rail fences 
peach orchards and granite boulders 

so that, looking back, you say 

“Was I there? What was that place 

all misty in the morning light— 

a farm, a battlefield?” and never see 

the girl just beyond the lens in her 
yellow raincoat, the man behind the lens 
who pulled the trigger, the lovers, 
framed by maple trees, whose fingers 
twist the giant scalloped leaves. 

Some guys click away at memories. 
Searching for the picturesque 

they miss the picture. Capturing the land 
they miss the people. 

But if they open 
the aperture, slow the shutter speed 
spirits of old daguerreotypes will slip 
into the landscape, their bodies laid out 
shoeless in the mud, their gashes 
streaming rivulets of blood. 

Some guys advance 
the film, travel forward, touched 
by the person on the seat beside them— 
this one clear moment in time. 
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THE BLACK LACQUERED BOX 
— Moldova, 2003 


I. At the Fantaze Shop 

On the black lacquered box, a butterfly 
hovers over orange tiger lilies. 

One carved, yellow-flecked wing juts out. 
The tourists pick it up and lay it down. 
Open here in my palm, the red inside 
dazzles me. I must have this box. 

In her red and black embroidered blouse 
the shopkeeper frowns, her round cheeks, 
full lips marked by the Ottoman Empire. 
She turns over the box and says, “300 lei,” 
eyebrows raised. I add it to my pile 

of stacking dolls, woven belts, painted eggs. 
“Da, I smile at her, “300 lei” 


II. At the Ministry of Defense 

Back and forth fly the words. I almost nod 
off as the Labor Minister’s words roll 

on and on and the interpreter’s sharp 
English punctuates his Romanian lilt. 

His Russian face is long and angular. 
“What can you do,” he asks again, “to help? 
Invest in our country, our industries.” 

I jolt awake as he says, “300 lei— 

is the new minimum wage.’ Per hour? 

Per week? “No, no—is minimum per month” 
In my suitcase, the frivolous butterfly 
beats her wings. I must have this box. 

I need this box—to remember Moldova. 
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NO BLOODSHED DURING SNOWFALL 


The snow dusted neighborhoods Shiite and Sunni alike, faintly 
falling, as James Joyce wrote, like the descent of their last end, the 
living and the dead.... A flurry is a swift and passing joy. 

— Associated Press, January 12, 2008 


The long-haired Filipino kid with dolorous eyes 
sits up front with me. Two more and a small Chinese girl, 
Suk Li, called Shirley, ride in back. 

We have feasted 
on Lebanese food at Neo Monde—kibi, tabooly, laban— 
and studied together for hours at the Museum of Art: 
Roman torsos, Egyptian heads, African masks, 

Melanesian pipes, a Wyeth house, an O’Keeffe church, 

a modern collage of gun, funnel, barbed wire and rocks, 
early American portraits. “Those men—” Shirley pointed 
to three be-wigged people on the wall “—look like— 

your Founding Fathers?” The black security guard 

has taken our laughing picture before a mobile with flowers 
and butterflies shaped like a fighter plane. 

Now the radio says 
that it has snowed in Baghdad after eighty years. We pass 
a row of crabapple trees blooming deep pink in January. 

A flurry is a swift and passing joy. 
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THE ONE CONSTANT 
— Washington, D.C., 2001 


She buys a sea-green silk scarf 

forgets to walk the dog and finds, 

on the braided rug, surprises. 

Since this metamorphosis began— 
surprises. An independent woman 
she is startled by her own begonias 
the square kitchen table 

the same tortoiseshell cat that now 
waits for her in an empty house. 
Dry-eyed, she stares at the Post 

cries over an orange maple leaf 

that drifts into her water glass. 

In this bomb time, her own grenade 
has blown. Here she is alone. 

She quaffs Margaritas with friends 

at Banana Café and laughs 

drives, numb, past the Pentagon 

its fifth side shredded, exposed chairs 
and tables dangling in mid-air 

like dollhouse pieces. Where is clarity? 
Lost in calamity. This wounded world 
stays the same. Only her reactions change. 
She is full of surprises. 
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MAKING THE DREAM CATCHER 


IT want a man who will have a thousand secrets in his eyes, and 
they will open and shut like clams in the tides when he is talking 


lo mie. 
— Rani Manicka, The Rice Mother 


On the porch of the beach cottage, a vase 
full of hydrangeas blares so purple and blue 
that she wants to nuzzle them, to eat them. 
On the table: three white, white shells, 

one gull feather, a coral, twisted brown. 

She twines red string tight around the hoop 
stretches white cord from side to side until 

a five-pointed star appears, its center 

the hole for good dreams to pass through. 
She braids red and white strings with brown hemp. 
Carefully, holding her breath, she binds 
both cord and feathers to the hoop. Now 
she ties to the star each shell, bleached pure 
as baby’s teeth, white as the noonday sun. 

A trinity of shells! 

A unity of braids below! 

A triumvirate of coral and feathers above! 
How she loves this web that she has spun. 
But mysteries she must reveal and secrets 
she cannot keep and dreams she always tells. 
This net belongs to the Keeper of Dreams, 
who holds inside all of hers, the one 

whose eyes open and shut like clams in the tides. 
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TiS THE JOURNEY:. 
— for Sam Ragan 


says the hoary poet laureate—still handsome in his late years, 
a seasoned traveler—with a sparkle in his eye. 

He knows about baggage, how you've taken life’s essentials, 
hoisted the brown tweed suitcase onto the luggage rack above 
or tucked it under your seat or checked it in the baggage car 
and at the station, in some exotic place like Kuala Lumpur 

or Barcelona, enthralled with your traveling companion, 
almost forgotten your bag. 

And how at journey’s end you must unpack this bag 

or, like Anna Karenina, lay your head down on the tracks. 


I have never taken such a trip and, you understand, 

I do not travel lightly. Still, why fear the end of this one— 

the journey rich and dangerous, the coming home so safe and sure? 
“We all come home,” he says, “to old age, to death.” It’s the journey. 
It’s the journey... It’s the journey.... 
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MAARY OF THE MAOON 


MARY OF THE MOON 
— for Helen 


Martha, Martha, thou art careful and troubled about many 
things. But one thing is needful, and Mary has chosen that good 
part, which shall not be taken away from her. 

— Luke 10:41-2 


She frisks, coltish, in and out of doors 

she of the golden brown hair, the legs 

the muscles, the breasts, who flies in cars 
and calls through sun roofs to adoring boys 
takes showers like breaths, drops clothes on floors 
abandons chores to watch the moon rise. 
Here I stand in her childhood room 

and straighten drawers and pick up clothes 
while she runs free—and ask myself 

which would you rather your daughter be? 
The careless one or the duty-bound— 
Martha of the room or Mary of the moon? 


SCHEHERAZADE 27 


RETURN TO KURE BEACH 


You and me and you and me now that it’s twilighl.... 
— Mary Chapin Carpenter 


You slice the pickling cucumbers 
and eat them with salt and pepper. 
Peaches and watermelon you buy 
just right—and white corn to boil 
with shrimp and salad and beer. 


Sun through the green umbrella turns 
your face swarthy against white hair. 
Like any inland creature you 

relish the ocean, find peace here 

and sleep in the yellow chair. 


Like the porpoises, you know all 

the answers. You frame the questions 
in the cottage’s knotty pine. 

So give me your warm body at dusk 
and lead me to the place where 

the moon rises over the water. 
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ROLLING DOWN JOCKEY’S RIDGE 


Sunlight slices the great dune 

and the sea wind beats your chest. 

You are only so tall, but you climb 
upand up behind the other boys. 

You want to be King of the Mountain. 
Sand seeps from your heels but 

theres more, always more, sand above. 
You seem, like Lawrence of Arabia, 

to stand still in a vast Sahara. 

Atlast you spy both ocean and inlet 


the Outer Banks, the earth’s pure curve. 


You turn. You slam down like a ball 


hits a wall but you just keep rolling down 


and now—ah, yes—you fly. 
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MY THIN GOLDEN FRIEND 
— for Mary C. Snotherly 


Come March, her thin bones sway over cornflowers, 
bee balm, starflowers as they enter, slowly, 

the outdoor atmosphere. Into the black dirt go 
Simpson's seeded lettuce, garlic, onion sets. 
Squirrels, rabbits, snakes approach her warmth. 
Her presence stirs feathers, junco and snowbird. 
She bends to antique roses her gold head 

and they prepare their tough, pendulous climb. 
In March she can imagine June, in July— 
October. From her bay window where she 

sips cool coffee, scrawls big black letters to me, 
she watches the pond, witnesses—fearless— 

the great blue heron’s one-legged stand. 

For her he spreads his six-foot wings in flight. 
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DOWN AT THE OLD TRAP 


Those old coots hunch on Coke crates 
and smoke. The wives wait dinner 
wonder if their men hide out at 

the Old Trap—that cave, that haven 
where eggs in jars and pickles 

in vinegar steep, where iced bottles 
sleep in red bins and beef jerky 
costs two cents, where the boys 
become men and the men 

act like boys. Their wives sit 

and think of wood unchopped 

and wells not dug and dream 

of being stirred alive. 
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ALIS WAITING 
The quality of mercy is not strained... 


We barrel down April 
wind in our faces 
toward May meadows 
strawberries and mint 
leaves, sacred groves 
variegated greens 
striped fields to shame 
Van Gogh, and in the hot 
afternoon a dark place 
musky with filtered light 
and music that moans 
Al’s hair greased back 
his belly stuffed tight 

he does not judge 

but only ladles beer 

and we dance real close 
in the timeless April 
afternoon. 
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WARM CHARLESTON—LATE NOVEMBER 


Dear heart, how like you this? 
— Sir Thomas Wyatt 


Love, float with me down these streets to Pruitt House 
and Brewton’s Store, past late-blooming yellow hibiscus 
in the Garden of Arimanthea Elliot, past palmettoes 
over cobbles, to the wharf. Let us meet as strangers 

at Broad Street to feel beards fluff, old pipe smoke 

curl in mahogany libraries: golden brown floors, 
Turkish rugs, molded ceilings, rotting mantle pieces. 
Safer here on high land, let us eat crab claws 

and netted shrimp, let us sip sherry and port. 

Let us breathe this heady night air on side porches 

of single houses. No longer your sister, I take 

your hand and hold it against my hot cheek. 
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THE SNAKE BITING HIS TAIL 


It’s dangerous for a man to think too much 

so I hit the road, give Shadow Dancer her head. 
The lush greenness of late May whirs by 

and I am in another county—another country?— 
where I have so much power I can 

mow down my own fate, find something new 
and blue and shimmering like this sky 

and that fishing pond. Ah, now my new fate 
rides behind me, flirts with the wind 

tickles the back of my neck. She laughs 

to see that I am lost. Enough, I say, grim. 

I know how to get home. Turn left and left 

and left again. Just keep turning left. 
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FALL, YOUR TIME OF YEAR, MY DEAR 


Fall, your time of year, my dear 
when leaves weave lacy valances. 
The maple flames like your hair 
and sunlight takes its chances. 


When leaves weave lacy valances 

I hear your voice—faint yet near— 
and sunlight takes its chances. 

Now your call echoes—blue and clear. 


I hear your voice, faint yet near. 
Amber light, like a sword, lances. 
Now your call echoes blue and clear. 
Colors layer like phalanxes. 


Amber light, like a sword, lances 

the mountain mist that shrouds the air. 
Colors layer like phalanxes 

but shadows fall. No color here. 


Mountain mist shrouds the air. 
The maple flames like your hair 
but shadows fall. No color here. 
Fall, your time of year, my dear. 
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A MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN IN A PRESBYTERIAN 
CHURCHYARD 


On a green bench in a churchyard 
where the weak winter sun pulses 
over brick roofs, hastened by 

fallen oak leaves, she gives her thanks: 
for strength to feel, still, in a world 
gone numb, to laugh at disaster, 

for the gift to draw others to her. 
Chastened by intended wrongs 

she vows to give up smooth skin 
golden hair, clear eyes and tight hips 
the yearning to love widely when 

duty demands the narrow way. 

All offences purge away, she prays, 
gather all ye people in, free 

from sorrow, free from sin. The sun 
leaves her alone in the churchyard. 
Then a hand touches her shoulder. 

A grey-haired friend looks down through dusk. 
Warmth lines the woman’s eyes and lips. 
Such a face of peace with age. Let me 
live like this, she prays. Let me 

learn to love like this. 
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TINSEL 


Just thin silver pieces 

of aluminum foil 

born to be spread, to shine— 
your mother draped a thread 
on each branch as if 

that tree would last. 

So what if you've told 

this story before? 

Your mother always hangs 
the tinsel one by one. 

Every story is the first 

for us, each tree the last 

each tinsel piece the past. 
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ALL YEAR YOU RESIST MAGIC 


All year you resist magic 

but when the Winter Solstice comes 
you run fluid with silver 

and molten gold. Your soul— 

oh, you do have one, ever green— 
remembers your mother 

and Christmases past. Belief, 

my dear, exists before time— 
many turnings of the earth. 

The afternoon sun feels cold now 
but your heart burns with its heat. 
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— for Cal Atwood 


THE LESSENING OF THE LIGHT 


It’s hard to dance with the Devil on your back.... 
— from Lord of the Dance: Old Celtic Paean/Shaker Hymn 


Five oclock and over Ash Street 
the sky flashes fire. 

Gold and cinnabar layers wave. 
Violet clouds froth 

all aglow on the afternoon ocean. 
Then darkness snaps. 

You shudder, grope for false light 
to warm the bare place inside. 
Nothing will ease the lessening 
of the light. 

You must face early darkness. 
Only hope that in the morning 
through another window, pale 
yet every shade 

of mauve, coral, pearl pink 

your sunset will come back. 
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THE TRANSIT OF VENUS 


THE TRANSIT OF VENUS 


Desiring your view 
she seduces you 

to look at the sun. 
Her soft layers 

fool you, too. 

She is rock hard 

the shimmering orb 
that hangs so low 
in the evening sky— 
a ball of sulfur 

a core of nickel 

and iron. 
Voluptuous Venus 
who double-crosses 
the mighty sun— 
only a teardrop 

in his indifferent 
eye. 
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HOW WE DEAL WITH DUSK 


Of his bones are coral made. 
Those are pearls that were his zyes. 


This is the time of evening when 
sadness rolls over us like a mower. 
The cardinals, who mate for life, 

still agitate at last year’s nest, 
disturbed in the lagustrum, and taunt 
the cat. A grey pall coats the plum tree 
the quince bushes, the iron love seat 
and it’s hard to believe the sun shines 
somewhere else on earth. 


Living on little sips of summer, how 
do we swallow the body and blood 
those visceral symbols that haunt 
poor sinners? Life does not end 

but only changes. Let’s stick to that, 
consider the butterflies, ponder 

the great creative being, patron saint 
of artists, Indians and lovers. 

Soon darkness, that kind absolver, 
falls and covers us all. 
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— lhe lempest 


BY DAY WE GROW OLD AND DRY 


August—we have gone six months 
without rain. The cardinals, the ferns 
the striped cat drink bath water. 

We taste dirt. Moisture teases 

our dreams, rises and falls, beads 

on our skin, lubricates our pores. 
How the mind misleads the body. 

By day we grow old and dry. 


Since winter, our acerbic wit 

has saved us. Some Spring may yet 
rescue us from this August spell. 
The flow of Fall might make us wet 
another flood carry us away. 

So we wait like bats in dry caves— 
sensate by night, blind by day— 
for water to flush our desire. 
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LOCKED IN OAK 


Pond, broomsedge, scattered logs.... 
A crooked tree I cannot put 
my arms around shoots green sprouts. 


Opening prayer hands, the green man 
proffers butterflies, silvery white 

against the dark sky. They touch 

my brow, my chin. My feet tingle. 

His wooden hand beckons, sends me away. 


How to reach the wizard locked in oak? 


Through roots, through sap, through green 
green leaves. Be water. Run deep. 
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PLOTTING THE CURVES 


Among the iris, foxglove and columbine 
wind. The fair Ophelia’s garden curves 
toward me. Rose and blue convolute, 

like Hamlet’s wildness, to pollute the kind 
girl's innocence. How can fennel and rue 
flank lavender and pansies? No mind. 


With such a garden growing in his mind— 
the Dane's plot as complex as columbine 
(his madness, in fact, repellent as rue) 

the scalloped mantles, the capped curves— 
can he be lover, knight of any kind? 

And so Ophelia’ love, too, convolutes. 


I would rather play sick Prince, convoluted, 
vengeful, than singing Ophelia out of mind. 
To billow, then to sink, creates a kind 

of death, garlanded with daisies, columbine. 
The pond reduces angles all to curves. 

But I prefer to play the death with rue. 


Hamlet lives long enough to make them rue 
deceit, the rotten deeds that convolute 

(like a snake’s wretched, insidious curves) 

his country and the country of his mind. 

Out of such compost grow columbine, 

orange blossoms, thyme, garlands of every kind. 
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Suppose Ophelia is that very kind. 

Suppose she’s mad because she rues 

his treating her like simpering Columbine. 
Suppose her wit meets Hamlet’s, convolutes 
in grander schemes than his own mind 

can conjure. Suppose she knows the curves. 


Suppose Ophelia understands the curves 

of court intrigue and can design the kind 

of vengeance to turn matter over mind, 

a plot of action even the Ghost would rue— 

so bloody, so final, so convolute— 

would enthrone King Hamlet and Queen Columbine. 


Oh, rue the tragedy: a good woman’s mind 


convoluted with pond scum and columbine! 
A man mistakes her curves, is less than kind. 
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RAVAGES OF THE D&L TREE SERVICE, MERCENARIES, 


INSURED 


No novocain could dull me 

from these tree men and their trampling feet. 
No doors deafen me 

from electric handsaw, yellow grinder 

that chew and spew 

a tossed salad of branches, leaves and bird nests. 
These tree men swarm 

over the grass like soldiers of fortune. 

They scatter debris. 

Their great boots stamp both lilies and petunias. 
To tame a tree 

they dig in their spikes like deadly cowboys. 
They gulp ice water. 

They drag amputated limbs across the lawn. 


And when they go: 

an absence of noise—a space, a vacuum 
graver than their presence. 

Where the pine tree once dripped wisteria: 
the stump wet with sap. 

Sawdust spatters the broken ground. 

The dogwood, the tulip tree 

the quince bushes flip their leaves in the evening air 
while I grieve 

for what I chose to lose and now 

must live without. 
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THROUGH AMPHIBIOUS EYES 


Remember how we swam at first through birth 
amorphous cells divided into kinds 

and how we navigated the green murk 

our limbs erupted, our new gills apart 

and then we crawled and then we stood erect. 
Now that we breathe, two-legged, on the land 
we fail to recognize our double lives. 

We fear the web-footed life beneath the pond. 
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TO THINK THAT WE WERE ONCE A FISH 


Four years ago, while digging in the Canadian Arctic, paleontolo- 
gist Neil Shubin discovered the 375 million-year-old fossil of a fish 
that appeared to have both neck and hands. 

— Newsweek, January 28, 2008 


Well, of course we weren't. The fish, 
elbowing out of his quagmire to breathe, 
through vents, this atmosphere, became us. 
No wonder our joints can’t bear up 

and our circulation does not work. 

Our hands, descended from fish fingers, 
often defy what our brains tell them to do. 
But the irridescent creature, going round 
on his mindless journey, fascinates us. 

And this is why we eat what we once were— 
so that we may become what we will be. 
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LYING IN THE GRASS AT WEYMOUTH 
— for Jude Benedetto 


Tam waylaid by beauty. Who will walk between me and the cry- 


ing of the frogs? 
— Edna St. Vincent Millay 


Listen to me now: 

I lie on my beach towel 

beside the lily pond 

and a giant bullfrog 

calls to me—to mate? 

His masculine gong 

bellows off the brick wall 
vaults the gardens 

hits the house 

and boomerangs to me. 

I have looked carefully 

for my shy suitor 

amidst lilies named “virgin” 
and “virginalis” and tall 

green pads whose female cups 
project bud-like antennae. 

My, what breeding goes on here! 
This huge bullfrog may leap 
the blue shoots of rickins’ rush 
at night, and I will tryst 

with him in the moonlight— 
or is he smaller than he sounds 
like the old boyfriend 

who does not show up 

and leaves me with only 

an invitation to sin? 
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HAWK! HAWK! HAWK! HAWK! 
— for Jim Slye 


They pull up hoods and cloaks 
and then these hawks—one, two, 
three, four—their small heads 
like hooks, hover in the gaunt pine 
of my suburban yard. 

More overhead spread 

fringed shawls, gargle danger. 
The orange cat flaunts his hide. 
But newborn squirrels, birds, 
and writhing lizards cringe. 

I am helpless to brook 

these Nazis, high up, 

that police my backyard. 

I cannot stop evil— 

only beware, watch the sky 

and keep my creatures close. 
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1 AM SORRY THE GARDENIAS BLOOMED EARLY 


Startled, one hothouse morning, I find 
scalloped petals, hidden milky skin 
among waxed green leaves. Blossoms open 
from daybreak to twilight. I give armfuls 
away to mere strangers. 

Iam sorry they bloomed early. 
The gardenia party must be held without them. 
You have only to imagine their heady scent 
the brown your reckless breath would turn them 
the bucketsfull you would take home. 
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WHAT JOURNEY IS THIS? 


Now in that overgrown garden of your mind 
of dark green filtered light and tangled vines 
you can open your eyes wide. 

Iris pry through cracked bricks and columbine. 
Here in the torpor of the afternoon 

the circular driveway leads nowhere. 

The antique wheelbarrow waits in the shade 
for you to choose your journey. 
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LHE- PROPERTIES MAISURESS 


THE PROPERTIES MISTRESS 


At the Salvation Army 

I hunt for 1950s telephones— 

those black boxes with dials 

almost obsolete but not antique— 

a green chenille bathrobe, 

and a blue McGuffey’s Reader. 
Then, slung among the 10-cents books, 
I find Born Again: Together 

and remember us—stranded 

in a small New England town 

going under in Atlantis 

clinging at the Roman coliseum 
and how we touched in Kyoto, 
saying “Sayonara” before the blade, 
leapt from Middle Passage 

into Caribbean waters 

and how the courage of one kiss 
lasts several lifetimes. 

Now, I am just a Mistress—of Props 
but in that cave backstage where 
the tapestry suitcase seems packed 
the wrapped boxes to hold gifts 

the newspaper to be always today’s— 
art turns to life and life to truth. 
Surrounded by properties, I own 
nothing—but memory’s jolt 

and the taste of that kiss. 
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MOMENT AT BROOKGREEN GARDENS 


Stagnant summer. An egret pauses, still as stone. 
Only the kitchen stands. Brick steps 

lead down live oak alleys to the river. 

The horse’s bronze head droops. His rider slumps, 
asleep, and on the rifle’s burnished tip— 

an amber dragonfly.... 


In these butterfly-shaped gardens, myrtles bloom 
and elephantine lotus. Jasmine drapes the walls. 
Where rice once grew, rich Yankees planted statues. 
Slate muses frisk in fountains. Deer, raccoon flank 
marble Dianas poised to hunt. Granite Actaeon, 
Pegasus and various nymphs and fauns cavort. 


Planters rode barges upriver to cooler climes. 
What forgotten language survives the torpor 

of this lowland heat? We need not meld, you and I. 
Suffice us to whir nearby. Still I remember 

that amber dragonfly, juxtaposed on bronze— 
always the image of the moment they touched. 
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Al THE N.C. MUSEUM OF ART 


Rodin—I am dying to 

ease over to his 

sculpture of “The Kiss” 

to stroke it, but the guard 
reproves me 

and I take my hand away. 

Instead of full round— 

no cool marble, no rough clay. 
‘ell me how to live without touch. 
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AT THE JURIED ART SHOW 


Eddie says Daedalus. I say Medea 

or maybe Aphrodite wore this necklace— 
silver spun with gold—when she arose 

all foamy from the ocean. Eddie sees 

wings. I see a many-pronged hydra reaching 
silver points to snare a sea anemone 

for practice—a man for real. The golden net 
captures him almost pleasurably. He 

nuzzles Aphrodite's lace foam, clings 

to her sweet salt skin. 


“With wings,” Eddie says, 

“you get both air and sea.” I study his 
face, bronzed from farming, his broad body 
a last holdover from the siren’s spell. 
“Icarus falls,” I say, “but Aphrodite rises.” 
On the wall, turquoise trout dart through 
lavender water in “A Joy of Fish.” 

Eddie turns to me: “So you decide 

the necklace’s fate?” 

It will be my 

imagination against his reincarnation. 


62 MARGARET BOOTHE BADDOUR 


OH MY LOVE 
— for Pat LeRoy 


Elvis’ suit shimmers 

like champagne or lunar silk 

the golden sequins fine bubbles 
or a spatter of stars. 

He looks sculpted 

like Michelangelo’s David 

with slingshot 

one spangled arm thrown back 
over his shoulder.... No— 

Elvis pulls from around his neck 
a curved and glittering guitar. 
He clasps it to his celestial suit 
desperately rocking, rocking, oh my love, 
in the hungry lights. 
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POET AND GUITARIST: ON MAKING MUSIC AT 
WEYMOUTH 


My voice throws foam fingers. 

Leaves roar. Hush. Waters rush. 

What feathers the veins that ring strings? 
Glass glimmers. White roses prism. 

The portraits, the bare board floors 

the carved ceiling medallions gasp. 


How shimmer the black eyes, how flit 
the limbs! How simmer our coiled minds 
that such control can soar? We two split 
the vacuum, plunge to seek air, recoil 

to tread faster, surge upward, unfold. 
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STAYING AT WEYMOUTH 


A stack of books supports my bed 

(As I Lay Dying, Imperial Woman, 

Man Eaters of Kumaron). The sign 
reads: “Caution! Bed Collapses” 

but does not forbid sleep, dreams. 
Gingerly, I climb on. I sit. I lie. 
Downstairs, a chamber music concert: 
“Please,” booms the tenor, “forgive 

my foolish heart....” I chose 

this room for warmth—brown bedstead, 
woolen Shaker blanket, Audubon prints, 
on the mantle a Sheffield dog, shelves 
full of poems, Plato's Symposium, 
Stevenson's Master of Ballentrae, 
Stephen Vincent Benet’s Western Star. 
Now the mezzo-soprano swells: 

“T’ve never felt this way before...” 
Together, male and female voices lift 
over the ballroom to visit my shaky lair: 
“My heart’s an open door...” I long 

for my own unwilling counterpart, 

the yang to my yin, my animus 
estranged, and my lone voice sings, 

“T cannot make him what he’s not.” 
Gingerly, buoyed by books, I dream on. 
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PRESBYTERIAN FUSION 


Bach beats back the walls 
rattles the louvered windows 
rouses the hair on my arms. 
The organ rushes strong 

like a loud trout stream 

over and over, pulls back, 
ripples on. Errant notes 

run away, return, resolve. 


In the churchyard, pollen mists 
windshields. Warm air forces 
redbuds to bloom lavender 

dog woods to explode white. 
Squirrels hurdle great oaks 
older than the Presbyterians 
and my pertect bird call piques 
the cardinals tu repeat. 
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— March 2007 


JUST GOLD 


Like mustard seed, like old skin 
like thistle on the wind 

all my poems have dried up 
and I am left—a bag of bones 
pins to hang the clothes on 

no flesh—just teeth and hair 
just gold that fills the holes 

just iron that burns to ash. 


— for Jeff Williams 
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WALKING ON ART 


— Kure Beach, NC, 2001 


Crushed—every shell and piece of limestone 
promontory, the very ocean floor 
beaten to shreds by waves and time 
until they glisten, rub between our toes, 
sink beneath our feet. 
Rock, paper, scissors. 
Which is strongest? Like stone, art takes 
on another life. Manhattan bomb blasts 
twisted, crumpled, burned sculptures. 
Calder’s “Bent Propeller’ —that great red 
pinwheel—shattered. Koening’s “Sphere” — 
its grey figure holding up a golden dome— 
bashed. Miro, Rodin, Picasso sliced to bits. 
So make art fragile. 
Let foil birds wind-shine red and green 
origami threads sun-hang silver— 
one for every victim. Stone to sand. 
Metal to rubble. The particles glisten 
under foot. 
We are walking on art. 
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FOR THE LOST POETS 


— Wildacres 2008 


For every day they die among us, 
those who knew it was never enough 
but hoped to improve a little by living. 


— WH. Auden, “In Memory of Freud” 


I. They Whisper to Us 

On this mountain top—so high not even birds 
fly here and only small, complicated insects 
amid the ox-eye daisies and wild yarrow 
worry us with their rush-roar-whir— 

we grieve for those poets whose rustling voices 
the quiet, the strong, even the raucous ones 
are lost. No, not lost. Only hushed. 

They whisper from just over the next hill. 


II. We Are Lost 

We lose our way, looking for Roan Mountain 
where, folks say, the pale pink laurel grows. 

At the crossroads, an old man stands 

like a cigar store Indian. His white mustache 
and brogans, his worn overalls speak hillbilly 
but before we can say, “We are lost,” he smiles 
gap-toothed and points like a sign: “Turn left,” 
he says. “Three miles uphill to Roan Mountain.” 
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Ill. They Leave Their Words 

At the Continental Divide, we glimpse horses 

but the cows up here, the cows so black and sleek 
where sun shafts the greensward, the water so pure 
at the place where it runs downhill to the east 
where bugs whir in the clover! A white moth 
brushes our arms. Like moths, those lost poets 
touch, leave their words hanging, alive in the air. 


IV. We Breathe for Them 

Flash of fire—a mountain man, wave of water— 

an ocean lover, the stillness of stone, 

the roar of wind, all those poet friends 

whose wise, strong words provoked this world 

have now become the earth and air. They bless us 
with their bones. Now we must breathe for those 
who, when they breathed their last, exhaled in verse. 
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Margaret Boothe Baddour teaches Humanities, Creative Writing 
and Drama at Wayne Community College in Goldsboro, N.C., 
where she holds the Bell Distinguished Chair in Teaching. She di- 
rects and performs in productions there and has toured the state 
with many readers theater shows. 


She is the author of Easy Magic, published with a Hanes Charitable 
Lead Trust grant by St. Andrews College Press, and the recipient 
of the Fortner Writer and Community Award from St. Andrews 
Presbyterian College. Her poems have been widely published, and 
she has won the N.C. Poet Laureate and numerous other awards. 


A fixture on the statewide arts scene, Ms. Baddour has served as 
the President of the N.C. Poetry Society, N.C. Arts Advocates, 
and the N.C. Writers Conference. With her husband, Phil Bad- 
dour, she was honored in 2002 by the N.C. Writers Network as 
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Margaret Boothe Baddour’s vibrant title poem (where “my life hangs 
on a story”) opens a collection that moves through regions—to try 
to name it—of the “eternal feminine.” Four aspects name the book’s 
four sections: Scheherazade, Mary of the Moon, The Transit of 
Venus, and The Properties Mistress; sharing their stories, Baddour 
explores nuances of sense and style. Witness, for example, the splen- 
did cascade of rhythm and sound in “How We Deal with Dusk”: 

The Cardinals, who mate for life, 

still agitate at last year’s nest, 

disturbed in the lagustrum, and taunt 

the cat...; 
Scheherazade and Other Poems shows Baddour’s keen eye and ear 
eachequally at work, presenting realities generously and vividly ob- 


served. 
— THOMAS HEFFERNAN 
GRAND PRIZE WINNER, IITH INTERNATIONAL 
KUSAMAKURA HAIKU COMPETITION 


Margaret Boothe Baddour sustains her personal life in Scheherazade 
and shapes it into art. Whether she writes of beaches, mountains, or 
water-shredded substances at the bottom of the sea, she holds her 
love of words up for us to see and admire. And the stories within 
these beautiful poems receive us like friends and welcome us until 
we see our Own. 


— SHELBY STEPHENSON 
2008 BELLDAY PRIZE AWARD WINNER 
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